MORNING

Waterlow took from a small drawer a magnifying glass
and examined the name of the holder.

" It doesn't seem to have been tampered with," he
muttered. " I wonder where she bought this dear old
relic of a gentlemanly world."

" Is it necessary to assume that she did buy it ? "

" Or begged it, or borrowed it? Or perhaps stole it?
It evidently isn't her own. For one thing her name isn't
Elsie."

" Oh, she explained that," said Arthur quickly. " Elsie
is her real name. Queenie is just a pet name."

Waterlow laughed.

" My dear Arthur, you don't seriously hope to per-
suade me that Miss Queenie Walters obtained this pass-
port from Sir Edward Grey seven years ago. Look at
her age here. Twenty-five. That would make her
thirty-two to-day. I never heard of any lover blind
enough to think his mistress older than she really
was."

" Oh, I recognize that she'll require a new passport,"
the young man said with a frown.

"What for?"

" That's what I've come to talk about. She hopes to
travel to England."

** I've no doubt the young lady also hopes to travel to
Heaven one day."

" You mean she'll have difficulty in getting home? "

" Even more difficulty, I should say, than in getting to
England. Or perhaps even Heaven," he added with a
chuckle.

" You don't believe that England is her home ? "

" No, lad, I certainly do not."
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